RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

"Do you remember?" said Marie-Ange to her brother. "You made
a. scene that morning because I was going to the funeral and you
Weren't. You were too young."

By comparing that sumptuous funeral, whose candles still glowed
stmong her childhood memories, with today's ceremony, Marie-Ange
could gauge the decline and fall of the family.

No more than thirty people had taken the trouble to pay their re-
spects to the mortal remains of the illustrious man's widow. The Mass
Was hurried through, as if everyone, priest, deacon, congregation and
Undertakers, were all eager to have done with these customs-house
formalities. There was nothing of importance in the coffin.

The Swiss guard leaned on his halberd and was bored.

The young Due de Valleroy, a man of about forty, bald, obese, and
With the authoritative air of a man of affairs in a hurry, had come not
from any particular affection for his old aunt La Monnerie but merely
to fulfil what he considered one of the obligations of his position. He
behaved like the chief of the clan of the old France. And every year,
from a similar sense of duty, he attended the anniversary Mass of the
death of Louis XVI.

While the d'Huisnes and the La Monneries were either extinct
or were becoming so, while their wealth had turned to dust, and their
alliance with the Schoudlers had but hastened their downfall, the Valle-
roys had both perpetuated themselves and maintained their position;
various inheritances had increased their wealth. Charles de Valleroy
(he was still called "the young Due" from habit, because he had in-
herited the title when he was only just of age) possessed a dozen chateaux
scattered across four provinces, thousands of acres of farmland, mining
interests outside France, and sat on the boards of several important
industrial undertakings, including the Saint Gobain Glass Company.

"I'm a glass-maker," it pleased him to declare, thereby recalling the
fact that he exercised one of the only two trades, coal and glass, that
the King had authorized to the nobility of Lorraine. He managed his
properties and his businesses with a careful, if impatient, dispatch, a
gift of clear decision and a sense of his personal superiority that was
barely tolerable to others.

It was naturally to the Due that a young man with carefully
smoothed hair said in a voice suitably modulated to the occasion: "The
Minister regrets that he has been unable to come in person and has
commanded me to offer you his sincere condolences."

"Which Minister?" asked the Due.

"The Minister of National Education/'

" Please thank him very much, Monsieur."

And Valleroy shook hands with the attache from the Secretariat with
the high good manners of one power in courteous relations with an-
other.